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thought that there was no more sun, even
at Cannes. When it begins to rain here, it
is not a joke. The plain between Cannes and
the Esterel was changed into a lake. Still,
in this deluge, the air was soft and agreeable.
Happily, this condition did not last long.
The sun reappeared, radiant, three days ago,
^nd since then I live with my windows open
and a^ almost too warm. Before leaving
Paris I consulted a great physician, for I
imagined I was in a very bad state, since my
return from Compi&gne, and I wanted to
know when I should prepare for my funeral.
I am well pleased with having consulted
him; first, because he said this ceremony
would not take place as soon as I appre-
hended; second, because he explained to
me, anatomically and very clearly, the cause
of my ills. I thought my heart was ill; not
at all. It is my lung. It is true that I will
never be cured; but there is a way of not
suffering from it, and that is a great deal, If
not the principal thing.

You cannot form an idea of the beauty of
the country, after all these rains. There are
May roses everywhere. The jessamines aree is, Inn were you   are worth as much as
